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and weird and monstrous flower-beds that were and were not
Then he uttered a bellow, seized the poker and smashed the
ftench-window to smithereens, and when the frightened
butler came running in, ordered him to fetch Spline What
happened then no one ever knew, for Spline told only his
own version But he had to put in a horse and go all the way
to Ouseland for new glass As for my father, he would
laugh at that story till the tears ran

